CONXOLUS

had an other than aesthetic value. Aiming as he
does at some mythical ideal of pure aestheticism^
to which all but form is sacrificed, the young
talentless painter of the present time gives us
nothing but boredom* For his pictures are not
good pictures, and they do not make amends for
their badness by reminding us of pleasing objects ;
they have not even the merit of being documents
or comments, they do not even tell a story. In a
word they have nothing to recommend them.
From being an entertainer, the second-rate artist
(if he happens also to be * advanced ') has become
an intolerable bore.

The young's mistrust of realism does not apply
only to contemporary art 5 it is also retrospective.
Of two equally untalented artists of the past youth
unhesitatingly prefers the man who is least real-
istic, most 'primitive/ Conxoius is admired
above his seventeenth-century counterpart, simply
because his figures remind one of nothing that is
charming in nature, because he is innocent of
light and shade, because the composition is rigidly
symmetrical and because the emotional content
of his ardently Christian pictures has, for us,
completely evaporated, leaving nothing that can
evoke in our bosoms the slightest sentiment of any
kind, with the single exception of those famous
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